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Narratives 

The gardener claimed two golden mashas. The King 
was ready to buy it. The traveler doubled the price and 
the King's offer ran still higher. 

The gardener thought in his greed he could get much 
more from the man for whom they were eagerly bidding. 

He hastened with his flower to the grove where Buddha 
sat silent. Love shone in his eyes, on his lips was wis- 
dom beyond words. 

Sudas gazed at him, and stood still. Suddenly he fell 
on his knees, placing the lotus at Buddha's feet. 

Buddha smiled and asked, "What is your prayer, my 
son?" 

"Nothing, my lord," Sudas answered, "only a speck 
of the dust off your feet." 

UNION 

Tulsidas, the poet, as was his custom, was wandering, 
deep in thought, by the Ganges, in that lonely spot where 
they burn their dead. 

He found a woman sitting at the feet of the corpse 
of her dead husband, gaily dressed as for her wedding. 

She rose as she saw him, bowed to him and said, 
"Permit me, master, with your blessings to follow my 
husband to heaven." 

"Why such hurry, my daughter?" asked Tulsi. "Is 
not this earth also his who made heaven?" 

[77] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

"For heaven I do not hanker," said the woman; "I 
want my husband." 

Tulsi smiled and said to her, "Go back to your home, 
my child. Before the month is over you will find your 
husband." 

The woman went back with glad hope. Tulsi came 
to her every day and gave her high thoughts to think 
and immortal truths for meditation; till her heart was 
filled to the brim with love divine. 

When the month was scarcely over, came to her 
curious neighbors and enquired, "Woman, have you found 
your husband?" 

The widow smiled and said, "I have." 

Eagerly they asked, "Where is he?" 

"In my heart is my lord, one with me," said the 
woman. 

THE GIFT 

Sanatan was telling his beads by the Ganges when 
a Brahmin in rags came to him and said, "Help me, I 
am poor!" 

"My alms-bowl is all that is my own,"- said Sanatan. 
"I have given away everything I had." 

"But my lord Shiva came to me in my dreams," said 
the Brahmin, "and counselled me to come to you." 

When suddenly Sanatan remembered he had picked 
up a stone of priceless value from the pebbles on the 
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